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weight to all those unadmitted interests, all those secret desires the
existence of which in our hearts we scarcely realize. That is why
we should allow full play to the spirit of compassion.

I am afraid, my dear boy, that all this will seem very obscure to
you. We will talk about it again some years from now, should the
Father not have seen fit meanwhile to call unto Himself his very
useless, nay, his sometimes actively dangerous, servant. For the
moment, let me give you the following word of advice in regard
to Madame Brigitte. You must not sneer at the way her spirit
moves nor look on her ordeal as something petty and unimpor-
tant. Up to now she has seen only the edifying aspect of her
activities. Suddenly, and without any warning, her eyes have
been opened on to a new and horrible view of herself. When
Christ makes us see clearly, and we become aware of our actions
pressing in upon and surrounding us, we are as much astonished
as was the man born blind who, in the Gospel story, saw 'man
as trees walking/ But it is important that Madame Brigitte should
understand the truth of what I have discovered for myself as a
result of my present condition of degradation, which is a great
deal worse than you can possibly know. There is no form of
calumny that has not been heaped upon me. People believe of
me what they will, both in the Archbishop's palace and out of it.
I can say without fear of contradiction that now, in rny old age, I
have lost every scrap of that honourable reputation I once enjoyed
in merr's eyes, that, in my own person, I have allowed outrage to
be done upon that Jesus who has marked me as His own. My
family is humiliated and fretted as a result of the shame which I
have brought upon it, to say nothing of the material embarrass-
ment which my constant presence in this house has caused to its
inmates. My youngest nephew has had to give up his room to
me, and share with his brother. I need hardly say that they are all
very kind to me. But my sister-in-law is just a little too insistent
with her questions. What am I going to do with myself? she asks,
and I can answer only that I do not know, for, truth to tell, I am
good for nothing, and can be of use to none. ... It would be foolr-
ish to deceive myself further. I stand now in the presence of my
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